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Abstract
The most dramatic, complex, and rapid changes in the modern industrialized world 
might be the huge increase of the elderly population and the declining birth rate. In 1950, the 
average life expectancy in Japan was about 60 years. In 2007, that ﬁgure had risen up to 85 years. 
Our society has to cope with the increasing numbers of elderly persons. An aging society has 
brought us various new kinds of problems. To solve these problems, I would like to investigate 
works written by Modernist women writers such as Katherine Mansﬁeld and Virginia Woolf. Our 
society in the 21st century has its very beginnings in Modernism. I think I could ﬁnd some hints 
for solutions by reading Modernist works. I will focus Mansfield’s “Miss Brill”, “The Canary”, 
and Woolf’s The Years. I will also study aging and death in the diaries and letters of Katherine 
Mansﬁeld and Virginia Woolf.











































を広めた。1928年，イギリスは念願の婦人選挙権を獲得し，1929年，Virginia Woolf は，A 













































かった。ところが，現代の小説家Margaret Drabble（1939−    ）とフェミニスト批評家 Elaine 















Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She had become really quite expert, 
she thought, at listening as though she didn’t listen, at sitting in other people’s lives just for 




Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here, watching it all! 




And Miss Brill’s eyes ﬁlled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members of the 





















































I was nothing to them. In fact, I overheard them one evening talking about me on the stairs 
as “the Scarecrow.” No matter. It doesn’t matter. It doesn’t matter. Not in the least. I quite 










I must confess that there does seem to me something sad in life. It is hard to say what it 
is. I don’t mean the sorrow that we all know, like illness and poverty and death. No, it is 
something different. It is there, deep down, deep down, part of one, like one’s breathing. 
手　塚　裕　子
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Why am I haunted every single day of my life by the nearness of death and its inevitability! 
I am really diseased on that point! I can’t speak of it. If I tell J, it makes him unhappy. If I 




























It was much relief, especially to Milly’s. Thank goodness, there’s Eleanor she thought, 
looking up — the soother, the maker-up of quarrels, the buffer between her and the 
intensities and strifes of family life. She adored her sister.（p.10−11）
だが，優しい家庭の天使は，ヴィクトリア朝のモラルからの逸脱を許さない厳しい監督者と
しての顔もあわせもっている。カーテンの隙間から窓の外を覗き見している妹たちに対して，
















The man on whose toe she had trodden sized her up; a well-known type; with a bag; 
philanthropic; well nourished; a spinster; a virgin; like all the women of her class, cold; her 









She did not want to tap at cottage doors. And the clergyman — a clergyman was wheeling 
his bicycle up the hill — would come to tea with her. But she did not want the clergyman to 
come to tea with her.（p.170）




































Eleanor wished that he would go on talking — the man she called Nicholas. When, she 
wanted to ask him, when will this new world come? When shall we be free? When shall we 
live adventurously, wholly, not like cripples in a cave? He seemed to have released something 













I have this moment, while having my bath, conceived an entire new book — a sequel to 
A Room of Ones’ Own — about the sexual life of women; to be called Professions for Women 

























I feel certain I am going mad again. I feel we can’t go through another of those terrible 
times. And I shan’t recover this time. I begin to hear voices and I can’t concentrate. So I am 
doing what seems the best thing to do…. I don’t think two people could have been happier 
till this terrible disease came. I can’t ﬁght any longer. I know that I am spoiling your life, 
that without me you could work…. What I want to say is I owe all the happiness of my life 
to you. You have been entirely patient with me and incredibly good… I can’t go on spoiling 














But perhaps to people who are not ill, all this is nonsense. They have never travelled this 







ほど美しく映るのか，誰も本当には知らない。死は最大の“the mystery of Life”である。








One must submit. Do not resist. Take it. Be overwhelmed. Accept it fully. Make it part of 
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